Themofl Lamentable Tr age die 

My Lords you know the ifaight full Gods, 

How cucr thefc difturbers of our peace 
Buz m thcpeoples eares, there nought hath paft 
But euen with lawagainfl the wilfullfonnes 
Of old lAnironicust And what and if 
His forrowes hauefo ouerwhelmde lus wit t$? 

S hall we be thus aft] ifte d in his wreakes, 

His fits, his frenoic, and his bitternes? 

Andnow he writes to heauen for his redrefTe, 

See heres to loue> and this to Menurie • 

This to Apollo, this to the God of warre: 

Sweete skrowles to flie al>out die fireets ofRome^, 

Whits this but libelling againftthe Senate, 

And blazoning our vniulhce cucrie where, 
a goodly humor is it not my Lords? 

As who would fay in RomenQiuftice were. 

But if l liue his famed extafies 
£hal) benofftelterto thefc outrages, 

But he and his fhall know that iulhce liucs 
In Saturninus health, whome if lie fleepe, 

Helefoa wake as hemfuriefhall, 

C ut off the proud’ ft confpirato ur that hues . 

T amora. My gratious Lord, my louely Saturnine ^ 
Lord of my life^ommander ofmy thoughts, 

Calmc theeaud bcare the faults of Titus age, 

T he’fFe£f s of foirow for his valiant tonnes, 

VVhofc Ioffe hath pearft him deepe and skard his hart* 
And rather comfort his diltreiled plight. 

Than profccute themeaneftor the bed 
For theft contempts: why thus it Hi all become 
Hft witted T amor a toglofe with all, 

But Titus I haue touched thee to the quicke, 

Thv life Wood out :if lAron now be wife, 

Then is ailfafe, the Anchor in the port. 

Enter 


of Titus Androriicus. 

Enter Clovme. 

How now good fellow wouldft thou fpeake with vs> 
flowne, Yeaforfooth& yourMiftrifl)ipbe£ mpci i a l| 
‘Umora Hmprcffelarn , butyonderhrs cheEm^erour’, 
Clew, Tishe, God and .Saint Steuen giuevou Godden 
1 haue brought you a letter and a coup]eofpjg CO ns he: e’ 

Hereads the letter. 

Sm Goe take him away and hang him prefently? 
peVf. How much money mu ft 1 haue, ' 

Tamer a. Come firra you inuft be han»ed. 

powne. -Hangd be Lady, then 1 haue brought vp a neck 
toa fair e end, x 


Satur t DifpightfuII and intollctablcwronps. 

Shall I endure this monhrous villanie? 

I know from whence this fame dcuifcproceeds. 

May thisbe borne as if his traitorous fonnes, * 

That didc by law for murrherofour brother, 

Haucby mymeanes bin butchered wrongfully, 
Goedraggethe villaine hither by the haire, ’ 

Norage, norhonour, ihallilupcpriucledge, 

Forthis proud mockc. He be thyflaughtenman, 

SI) frantickc wretch, that hoi pR t o make me great, 

Inhope thy felfefliouldgouemc Rome and me. 

Enter Nut t ns Emillius , 

Satnr. What newes with thee Emillius ? 

Em W hs Armc my Lords, Rome neuer had more caufe, 
r he Gothcs haue gathered head and with a powtr 

H ? * Of 
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